












WEELL, IT DON'T KNOW, ZEB... 
Sez HERE YOU CAIN'T SIGN 
UP FER THIS YAR CONTEST 
UNLESS YA CAN PROVE YER 
A BONY FIDE 
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SLADIBS AND GENTLEAEN.. WERES= 


[IENRY youncmans: * 


ae ae I WENT 70 THE DOCTOR 
TA 4 
) PLEASE! / f 









BECAUSE IT WAS OVER- 
WEIGHT + HAD A BIG 
BorrT- HE SAIDL 
NEEDED AN ASSECToMy, 







My WIFE HAD BAD GAS — 
I TOLD HER: “HONEY, 
THATS DISGUSTING !* SHE 
SAID: KISs MIASMA!S“ 











A FRIEND AND I WERE WATCHING 
A PRETTY GIRL WALK By..HE Saip: 
‘LooK AT HER BACKYARD!’ LE 


REPLIED “my FRIEND, Z SEE You 
—— 

— HAVE AN ASSPuIK1arioN/” 
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